MICHAEL DRAYTON

From The Muses' Elizium, 1630

The Description of Eliziwn

A paradise on earth is found,
Though far from vulgar sight,
Which with those pleasures doth abound
That it Elizium hight.

Where in delights that never fade,
The Muses lulled be,
And sit at pleasure in the shade
Of many a stately tree.

Which no rough tempest makes to reel
Nor their straight bodies bows,
Their lofty tops do never feel
The weight of winter's snows;

In groves that evermore are green.
No falling leaf is there,
But Philomel (of birds the queen)
In music spends the year.

The merle upon her myrtle perch
There to the mavis sings,
Who from the top of some curPd birch
Those notes redoubled rings.

There daisies damask every place

Nor once their beauties lose,    .

That when proud Phoebus hides his face,

Themselves they scorn to close.

The pansy and the violet here,
As seeming to descend,
Both from one root, a very pair,
For sweetness yet contend,

And pointing to a pink to tell
Which bears it, it is loath
To judge it; but replies, for smell
That it excels them both*
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